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In spite of the suffocating stench I sat down among them
to watch. My action in so doing caused a momentary
uproar but, after I had been seated a second or two, they
forgot me and thought about something else. They were
Ringed penguins. Each had a black coat and white waist-
coat. His eye was islanded in a triangle of white, divided by
a black line from the whiteness of his throat so that he seemed
to be wearing a mask. The eye gazed back at you, expres-
sionless as a boot-button from out of its triangular field, and
blinked without shutting, veiling itself for a split second of
time in the disconcerting manner of birds. They made
little contented hissing noises to themselves, nuzzled their
beaks into their breasts and under their flippers, or, suddenly
and for no obvious reason except sheer lightness of heart,
lifted their beaks and squawked. Or they would stretch
their necks vertically upwards until they looked like bottles
and then, with their flippers held out semaphorewise, they
made a high ecstatic gurgling noise, shaking their flippers
at the same time and expressing thereby unparalleled joie de
vivre, as though life in that stony waste were the most
iAfinitely desirable form of existence in the world. And
every now and then they raised their tails and shot a creamy
jet over the already foul stones they sat on> over each other
and over me.
The place where I sat down was near one of the many
irregular beaten pathways of the city that wound through
the multitude down to the sea. Up and down this the in-
habitants passed continually, singly or in groups. Some-
times those going in opposite directions would stop and pass
the time of day, bowing and chattering, and then pass on.
They moved awkwardly and with a waddling gait, their
heads pushed forward as if they were short-sighted and
uncertain of the ground, their flippers held out stiffly behind
them.
It was the springtime. The spring has its call and its
significance even on the stony and barren wastes of Decep-